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juoues Mvotir s loft. 

$£' And quicke Berova hath plighted faith to me. 
Kat* And Longauiil was for ray fcruicc borne 
Mar. Surname is mine as lure as barke on tree 
Boyet. Madam, and pretty Miitrcffes gmeearc 
Immediately they will againe be heere 
In their ownc fiiapes .• for it can neuer be 
They will digeft this harfli indignitie. * 

£hu Will they returne ? 

Boy. They will,they wiil, God knowes, 
Andicapciorioy, though they are lame with blowes- 
Therefore change Fauours, and when they repaire, ' 

Blow like fweciRofesin this fummerairc 

f l OW bl °w#how blow? Speake to be vndetfiood. 
Boy. Faire Ladies maskt, are Rofes in their bud ; 

Dmnaskt, their damaske fweet commixture fhowne 

Are Angels vailing clouds, or Rofes blownc. 

Q». Auant perplexitie 5 What (hall we do 
If they returne m their owne fhapesto wo .? * 

Re/a. Good Madam, if by me you’l be adu i'sd 
Let’s mocke them ftill aswellknowneasdifgms’d- 
Let vscomplaineto them what fooles were heere 
Difguis’d like M ufcouites in fhapelcfTe geare : *. 

And wonder what they wear*, and to what end 
Their Ihailow fhowes, and prologue vildcly pen’d : 

And their rough carriage 16 ridiculous. 

Should be prefented at our Tent to vs/ 

Boyet. Ladies, with draw: the gallants are at hand. 
&**« whi P to our T encs, as Roes runnesore Land. 


Exeunt. 

Enter the King and there jl. 

King. Fairefir, God faue you. Wher’s thePrincefle ? 
Boy. Gone to her tent. 

Plcafe it your Maieftie command me anyferuice to her. 
King. I hat (he vouchfafe me audicnceforoneword. 
Boy. I will and fo will (he, I know my Lord. Exit . 
Ber. Thisfellow pickes vp wit, as Pigeons peafe. 

And vtters it ag line, when loue doth pleafe. 

He is Wits Pcdlcr, andretailes his Wares, 
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hones Labours loft. 

At Wakes, and WalTcls, Meetings, Markets, Fairest 
And we that fell by grofie, the Lerddothknow, 

Haue not the grace to grace it with uch lliow. 

This Gallant pins tbe Wenchesonhis fleeue. 

Had he bin Adam, he had tempted Ette. 

He cancarue too .andlifpe : Why this is he. 

That kilt away his hand in courtclic. 

This is the Ape of forme, Mouafier the nice. 

That when heplayes at Tables, chidesthc Dice 

In honourable tcarraes, nay he can ling 
A meanc mod meanly, and in V Ihering 
Mend him who can ; the Ladies call him fweet. 

The 11 a ires as he treads on them kifle hisfcctc. 

This is the flower that fmiles on euery one. 

To (hew his teeth a* whiteas Whalcsbonc. 

And confciences that will not die in debt. 

Pay him the duty of hoiiic^tongucd Boyet. 

King. A bliftcron his fweet tongue with my hart. 

That put ts irmathoes Page outof his part. 

Enter the Ladies. 

Ber. See where it comes. Behauiourwhat wet’tthou. 
Till this madman (hew’d thee ? And what art thou now ? 
King. All haile fweet Madame, and faire time of day. 
£)g. Fairc in all Haile isfoulc, as 1 conceiue. 

King. Conftrue my fpeeches better, if you may. 
glu. Then with me better, 1 will giueleaue. 

King. We came to vifi: you and purpo fe now 
Toleadeyoutoour Court, vouchfafe it then. 

J^he. This field (hall hold me, and fo hold your vow. 

Nor God, nor I , delights in periur’d men. 

King. Rebuke me not for that which you prouokes 
The vertue of your eye muft breakc my oath. 

Qn. You nickname vertue : vice you ihould hauefpoke : 
For venues office neuer breakes men troth. 

Now by my maiden honour, yet as pure 
As the vtifallied Lilly, I proteft, 

A world of torments though I ihould endure, 
Iwouldnotyceld to be your houfesgueft : 

Ha ‘ . 





So 
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